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his home* His mother was angiy and he received several
smacks from her "little hand that was as flexible as india-
rubber/' A few minutes later, however, when her virtuous
anger was over, she gave way to tears and kissed him.
With a knife he amused himself by carving dagger handles
and a friend of the family saw fit to exrclaim in his hearing that
he would one day be a great sculptor. Near the end of his life,
after having been sculptor among many other things, Gauguin
was content to say that the woman had unfortunately in no
way been a prophet.
Paul attended a boarding-school in Orleans as a day boy. To
his masters there he appeared as a problem, One declared that
he would either turn out to be a dunce or a genius. Later
when recalling this prognostication, he was able to exclaim
with truth: "I became neither one nor the other/' But
a certain business ability showed itself even at this age. His
mother, for whom business did not appear as an absolutely
respectable occupation, was much upset1 when he came home
from school in possession of a number of coloured glass marbles
that she had not seen before. He hung his hend ar her enquiry
as to their source, and she was angry when he admitted having
obtained them from another boy in exchange lor his rubber
ball. "What?" she asked indignantly, "you, my son, you a
trader?'* "She was right/' Gauguin once remarked, "and yet-
wrong, in the sense that as a child I had already begun to
realise that there are a heap of things that cannot be bought/'
In 1859, when he was eleven, he entered a seminary in the
town, where at last he began to make proper progress with his
education. In spite of his later anti-clerical views Gauguin
acknowledged a debt to this period of his schooling. "I would
not say that this education had no influence on my intellectual
development: I believe, on the contrary, that it did me much
good. Besides, I think that it was there that I learned at a
tender age to detest hypocrisy, false virtues, sneaking (semper
tres); to mistrust everything that was against my instincts, my
heart and my reason* There I also learnt a little of that esprit